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They stopped before a door below the pave-
ment; a Iktle flight of steps went down to it.
Georges went ahead of them and knocked.
While they waited, a man, swinging a lantern,
passed them. He did not look at them, but
Judith felt as though it were the whole town
staring. Then the door opened a little way, a
head peered out, some words were exchanged*
They all went in* The place was a large cellar,
a lantern hanging from a hook, some farming
implements in corners, a pile of hay, and, seated
on an overturned barrel, a man of an enormous
corpulency. His coat was open at the neck to
allow room for his three chins. His cheeks
were purple above a yellow beard and his nose
had been slightly flattened on one side in some
fight, but his eyes were large, clear and merry.
His hand was a roll of beef and his thighs so
huge that it was a wonder any breeches could
ever contain them. He rose to receive them, and
standing, his legs wide, he was like a vast amiable
monster at home in its cavern. He smelt of oil,
fish and whisky, but it was plain that he admired
Judith immediately, hanging over her with a
merry possessive look as though at any moment
he would pick her up and slip her into his deep
coat-pocket.

It was clear also that he knew young Georges
Paris very well and understood immediately what
was wanted* He never looked at Humphrey,
who had slipped into the shadow, nor addressed
a word to him* His name, it seemed, was Cap-
tain Wix. His voice was deep, rolling, and had